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"Jonny!" David yelled out from his neighboring hotel suite. The band finally had a day off after a rigorous tour 
schedule in Tokyo and the keyboardist had found himself bored and itching to get out into the city. 


"Whaddya want?" Jon yelled back through the wall, yanking open the connecting door and jumping Dave. "Jesus, 
Lema, you'd think you were out in the middle of a field, the way you're yelling?!" 


David rolled his eyes and tossed down his schedule. "l'm bored and you need to entertain mel" 


Jon snorted, "| don't gotta do anything of the sort. You're old enough to entertain yourself, ya big baby. Go 
harass T.actually no, Phill He's the new kid" 


David hopped up and rushed to Jon, smacking his hand over the singer's mouth. "Shhh..no, Jonny. You know Teek 
doesn't like being disturbed and Phil is no fun outside of the bedroom. Trust me..today you are my 


entertainment!" 

"Fiiine," Jon groaned, rolling his eyes, "What punishment are you gonna put me through today?" 

"Now now," David smirked and tweaked Jon's nose, "no need to be a Gloomy Gus. Today we shall go and 
explore.for Zen. There's a spa about 4 blocks down! Lots of cute guys too." He winked and bounced happily on 


the balls of his feet. 


"Spa, huh?" Jon leaned up against the door frame nonchalantly but admitted that he could do with a day of 


relaxation under someone else's hands, "Okay! Gimme a few to organize one of Matty's guys to come with--.' 


"Nooo," David whined, "I cant stand them hovering all the time. Isn't it bad enough one of them groped you last 
night? Wouldn't be bad if he was cute. But no. Just us. Get your shoes on and move that ass." 


"Just ‘that ass'?" Jon questioned, "It used to be ‘your cute ass"! Is that any way to butter me up for a day of 
fun?" 


David rolled his eyes and laughed. "I'm sorry, Jonny. Move that perfectly cute ass." He reached and pinched one 


ass cheek 

"Ouch! That's gonna bruise!" Jon rubbed at the offending cheek, "Okay.okay, gimme a minute." 

"Wouldn't be the first time your ass got bruised. Remember that one time in Canada?" 

"Don't remind me," he threw over his shoulder as he slipped on his shoes and searched for his hat, sunglasses, 
and wallet, making sure his room key and credit card were in there. He shot off a quick text to Matt to say 


that he and David were heading out and not to worry. 


David poked his head into Jon's room, his tall frame clad in a simple white button down to show off his chest 
hair, baggy jeans, and sunglasses. "You ready? Car is downstairs!" 


"Yeah..yeah," Jon nodded and pulled his cap down over his head, "Let's go, spa boy." 


"After you.." David gestured to the door and his eyes roamed down to Jon's ass. He admired how the denim 
hugged him in just the right way and felt a stirring below his own belt. 


"| can feel your eyes on me." Jon said over his shoulder, halfway down the hallway to the elevator, "Choose 


your entertainment options carefully, babe." He stopped mid-step and waggled his ass cheekily. 


David raised an eyebrow and ran at Jon as the elevator doors opened, knocking Phil back as he stepped off 


with Hugh. "Oops! Sorry, X..” 


Phil grinned and shrugged. "Where are you going in such a hurry, sweet buns?" 


"Just.out with Jonny. 


"Hmm..well come by my room later. Got something special for ya," Phil winked and squeezed David through his 


Jeans. 


"Jesus Christ," Hugh muttered good-naturedly, shaking his head with a smirk, "Anyone would think you three 


still have teenage hormones running rampant through you?! You're all in your 50's for crying out loud." 


David had the decency to blush. "Inside these walls, we don't have to pretend we're straight woman-lusting 


red-blooded males. Here..our blood can run a little more rainbowy." 

"Rainbowy isn't a word," Jon chuckled. 

"It is now," Dave replied and stuck out his tongue. 

"Thank god Kellie is flying in tonight," Hugh replied. 

"Ooh!" David squealed. "We can take her shopping!" 

"No no, Rainbow boy," Hugh cut him off. "YOU can take her shopping after | get my red blood flowing again" 
Jon and Phil looked at each other and burst out laughing, "Rainbow Boy!" 

David beamed and flounced onto the elevator. "Coming, Jonny?" 

"Right behind you, Rainbow Boy," Jon grinned and stepped into the small conveyor. 

"That a promise?" 

"Before or after Phil tonight?" Jon asked with a chuckle. 

"| don't do sloppy seconds!" Phil shouted as the doors closed and the elevator lurched into a descent. 
"Neither do II" Jon yelled back, cracking up at the indignant look on David's face. 


"Oh come on," the blonde whined once more, "Don't make me ask Lexi to bring her strap on again. | know 


lesbians are used to wearing them but last time she brought one, it was huge! | couldn't sit for a solid week!" 


Jon laughed and clapped his friend on the shoulder. "Sorry, handsome. Why do you two keep up that charade 


anyways?" 


"Why not?" David shrugged. "She's great support and the kids love her. Keeps me grounded." 


Dropping their public personas down like an invisible mask as the elevator pinged, they made their way through 
the lobby, getting stopped by the few fans that had managed to find a way in before escaping to the waiting 


car. 
"Where to, Sir? the driver asked in heavily accented English. 


"The Pink Orchid," David replied and settled back into his seat. The streets of Tokyo were crowded with 
businessmen and women in sharp suits and dresses, obviously, custom tailored to show off their success. Both 
men had their own fair share of these particular suits and both ensured proper booty hugging from every 


designer. 

Very few people turned to look at the sleek car cruising through the streets for the short journey. It wasn't 
long before the car pulled into one of the smaller cross streets and then into an even smaller alleyway, coming 
to rest in front of The Pink Orchid Spa. 

The driver, a large gent of Sumo wrestler size, got out and held the door open, blocking the view of any 
passersby as Jon and David entered the building quickly. The pretty boy behind the front desk stood and 


bowed. 


"Ah, Mr. Lema, you made it. And you brought your employee, Mr. Jon, too, welcome to Pink Orchid. You can call 
me Bobby. Please," he pointed to the counter, "shoes off. | have fuzzy slippers for you." 


"Employee?!" Jon looked sharply at David as he toed off his shoes then muttered, "I've never worn fuzzy 


slippers in my life. You owe Lema!" 
‘Oh, | sorry, Mr. Jon," Bobby apologized with a bow. "Mr. Lema said he was bringing his..uh what was it?" 


"Minion," David snickered and set his Converse sneakers and socks on the counter and took the proffered 


slippers. "But a cute minion. Say, Kim and Sam wouldn't happen to be working today, are they?" 


Bobby nodded and stowed the men's shoes. "| arrange them just after you call. Two ManiPedi, two elite package 


facials, and two full body massage?" 
David smiled. "Oh, goodiel! I'll take Kim. Minion can go with Sam." 


‘I'm so firing your ass, Lema," Jon growled, "Sam better know how to play keyboard coz I'll replace you with 


him. 
"I'm irreplaceable and so is my ass." 
P Y 


"Mr. Lema, welcome back!" A slender man with jet black hair greeted David, followed by a younger guy with 
bright green eyes. "This is Sam. We do your facial and massage first. One double room, okay?" 


“That's fine," David replied, "Won't be the first time he's seen me naked" 


The two were led back into a dimly lit room where candles were lit and soft music seemed to dance off the 


walls. Two massage beds lay parallel to each other and David grinned. 


"We leave you two get undressed," Kim stated, "when ready, lay on the bed with the sheet draped over your 


lower half" He and Sam ducked from the room, leaving David and Jon to strip. 


"Don't be so shy, Jonny.” David unbuttoned his shirt and allowed it to fall off his shoulders, tossing it over the 


corner chair. He discarded his jeans and, much to Jon's surprise, had decided on going commando that day. 
"Who fucking says l'm shy, you asshole," Jon said as he pushed his jeans down over his ass, the fabric pooling 
at his feet, his toes and fuzzy slippers taunting him from beneath the edges. "That's not the way to get in my 


good graces for further entertainment, you know that, right?!" 


David turned and fluttered his eyelashes at Jon, his hand grazing the semi he was sporting. "I'm sure | can find 


a way...” 
"You got a long way to go, kid," Jon chuckled, "to get back in there." 
"Kid? I'm older than youl" 


"Yeah, and who's the boss? | can call you anything | want to," Jon grinned, eyebrow quirked, "isn't that right, 
Rainbow Boy?" 


Color rose up David's neck and his arms tensed. "I hate him calling me that." He climbed on his massage table 


and laid the sheet over his growing cock, hoping to just relax and forget the ribbing from his fellow bandmate. 
"Sulking is so unbecoming on you, Lema," Jon said, "Will it help if | apologize for crossing that line?" 

‘Maybe if | can have one of those Jonny kisses." 

"Hmm, | think | can do that," Jon's mouth quirked into his trademark lopsided smile as he loomed over the 
table, "I'm sorry, baby.." He leaned down and gently took David's lips with his as his fingers threaded through 


the blonde curls, "so very sorry." His tongue ran across David's bottom lip before he deepened the kiss. 


David whimpered softly and reached up to trail his fingertips over Jon's ass and spine. His head swam with the 


intoxicating oils and Jon's scent, the air thick with what he could only describe as heaven. 


It had been a long time. Too long. After a tumultuous 2013 and Jon's depression, he had pulled away from all of 
them, including David. By the time Jon had come back around, Phil had found his way into David's bed. 


They parted and David murmured, "Mmm tasty." 
"Ahem..sorry, you ready to start?" 


Jon and David stared at each other and Jon straightened up. "Yeah..yeah sorry." He yelped when David pinched 
his butt cheek and winked up at him. 


"You ready for your facial, Jonny?" David asked with a snicker. 


"Later, asshole," Jon grinned back as he rubbed at his tender cheek. He climbed onto the table and settled on 
his back after he'd pulled the sheet over himself haphazardly. 


Neither spoke much as their faces were exfoliated, steamed, and rubbed over several times with different oils. 
Finally, a cooling mask was spread and David moaned when Kim turned off the harsh face lamp, whispering 


something Jon could barely make out. 


Sam turned off the second lamp and said, "Just relax while | get the oil warmed up. You want the same as 


your boss?" 

"Anything with Sandalwood," Jon murmured, "And I'm the boss..not him." He cracked open an eye and watched 
Kim's hands sliding over David's chest, the oil making his skin glisten in the dim light. He heard David mumble 
about ‘more’ and shook his head. 


"Of course you are, Sir," Sam said with a bow. "Anything..with sandalwood. | can do that." 


Jon rolled over onto his stomach, folding his arms beneath his head to watch surreptitiously. He wasn't 


surprised when Kim's fingers slid further under David's covering. 

"Shit," David moaned, "Tighter grip." 

"Like that?" Kim asked, using his free hand to squirt more oil and smiled politely at David who nodded. 

Jon squirmed a little to accommodate his growing erection. He felt a little weird watching but hey..it wouldn't 
be the first time he's watched anyone before. Just as things were getting interesting, Sam walked between the 


tables blocking his view of David but gave him another view of a generously packaged groin 


‘I'm about to start your massage, Mr Jon," Sam said in a low voice. Jon nodded and settled himself 


comfortably. 


He felt the drizzle of warm oil over his shoulders and down his spine and into the top of his ass crack. Strong, 


warm hands smoothed the oil over his back, lightly at first before pushing into his muscles more forcefully. 


Jon began to relax into it and let his arms drop over the edge of the table. He grinned to himself when there 


was obviously a not-so-subtle brush of groin against his arm from Sam as he worked down his back. He 
hmm'd a little when expert fingers worked the knots from his lower back and down into his glutes, slipping 


between his cheeks. 


"Bend your knees," Kim said from behind Sam and Jon could barely see David bending his long legs and spreading 
them. "Breathe, Sir." 


David groaned and rolled his head to look at Jon as Kim massaged around his asshole and tight ring of muscles. 


"Sam," he breathed out, "Remember my instructions." 
"Yes, Sir," Sam answered. 


David grinned wickedly at Jon as Kim's fingers slipped past that tight ring and buried them knuckle deep. Sam, 
meanwhile, was working Jon's back and ass expertly. He drizzled some oil down into his crack and spread it 


around the area, a little dripping down his balls. 


His fingers slipped through the oil, smoothing it around before paying attention to the crease beneath each 
cheek, his thumbs slipping between his legs with each pass. Jon couldn't help but shift them further apart in a 


silent invitation. 


"Look at me, Jonny," David moaned and he did, noticing his face contorting in ways that told him David was 
close to bursting. The blonde allowed the towel to fall, showing off Kim with one hand stroking his cock and the 
other buried deep in his ass. 


"Oh!" Jon breathed. Any relaxation seemed to fly out the window at that point. He shifted again as Sam's 
fingers explored him more insistently. "Ill add a $200 tip for each of you if you disappear in the next thirty 
seconds," he added, propping himself up on his elbows and closing his legs effectively cutting Sam's explorations 


off. 


It took all his control not to launch himself at the other table as he swung himself into a semi-sitting position 


as he palmed himself in full view of David's gaze. 


David licked his lips and raised an eyebrow. "Go..both of you." Sam and Kim bowed and left the room. He blinked 


slowly, not bothering to close his legs. "You gonna sit and stare? He had me close..very very close." 


"And now you're not," Jon countered, moving slowly, predatorily, from his table to the foot of the one David 


was lying on. 
‘Mmm..well played. You haven't made a move on me in a few years." 


"Oh | know, trust me. Seeing you and Phil..cut deep," Jon said as he picked up the small bottle containing the oil, 
pouring some into his hand, his gaze never left David's. 


He climbed onto the table between his legs and settle on his knees before rubbing his hands together then 
sweeping them up the inside of David's thighs, lingering at the junction, pressing his thumbs into the hollows of 
his hip bones. 


"He's not you though.never was," David confessed, his blue eyes following Jon's hands. 


"I know," Jon grinned his endearing lopsided grin, "He's Greek..there's only one Italian stallion, ain't that right?" His 
thumbs slipped down, brushing the sides of the heavy sac hanging there, his nails gently scraping the sensitive 
skin He slipped his thumbs beneath and massaged the patch of skin. 


David moaned and a small whimper escaped his lips. "Jonny..fuck, baby..." 


"Mmm it's been a long time since I've touched you," Jon cooed, "Then you bring me here and think I'll let 
another man give you pleasure right in front of me?" He dipped his head and wrapped his lips around the tip of 
David's cock, greedily licking at the bead of liquid offered to him. "Hmm, so good," he murmured. 


"Ungh," David groaned and lifted his hips towards Jon, "Fuck, why you gotta tease me?" 


Jon scoffed lightly, "You lost your self-control since I've not been around, babe?" He licked his lips before 
trailing his tongue up the thick vein without breaking eye contact. 


"Whose choice was that?" David whimpered when Jon twisted his cock. "I got spoiled to Phil." 


"Oh, | realise l'm at fault for that," he acknowledged, his voice husky and low, more than just a whisper. His 
hands worked firmly, surely, remembering all David's sweet spots that used to reduce the blonde to a 
quivering mess. “Tell me, babe..who's better at getting you off the way you like?" 


David squeezed Jon's fingers inside his ass and moaned, “You, Jonny. Always been you...” 


"That's my good boy," Jon murmured as he gently withdrew his fingers, trailing them down David's leg as he 
moved down to the end of the table. Standing at the end, between his long legs, he bent to kiss and suckle 
David's big toe, flicking his tongue around it as though it was his cock. "Tell me what else he did for you." He 
ran his hand up the legs in front of him to David's knees, caressing the vulnerable skin behind them as he 


lulled him into a sense of relaxation 


"He loves feeling my ass around his cock as he eases in. Gives me just the tip until I'm begging and pleading for 
more," David pouted, softening his bright eyes. "He likes to fuck me ragged in any place possible. Dressing 
room.under the stage..hospitality suite. He enjoys the risk" 


Jon quirked his eyebrows at the last place mentioned. Curling his hands under David's knees and giving a hefty 
pull, he dragged the man down the table with a smirk, "So not in the London Eye at midnight? Where the whole 


of the city could have seen us?" 


"You're still the reigning champ with that one," Dave responded, "That was the first night you kissed me too." 


| remember.." Jon said with a soft smile, "It was my first step back into life before..before | crashed and 


burned, wasn't it?" 
Dave nodded and bit his bottom lip. "And then you pushed me away...” 


‘| also remember, though," Jon continued, "how fucking hot it made you..being on display like that. You get off 


on being discovered too, don't you? Or are you an exhibitionist?" 


"You know | love being on display, open and vulnerable," Dave reached between them and rubbed their cocks in 
his hand. "God, | need you, Jonny...” 

Jon leaned forward to sink his hands into David's blonde curls and pulled hard on them, bringing their faces 
closer. Their eyes locked in a heated, wordless exchange before Jon claimed the lips beneath his in a brutal, 
animalistic kiss. Teeth clashed and nipped as tongues soothed and placated. He yanked on the curls again, 
exposing David's throat to his teeth and lips, leaving a hot, wet trail down his neck as he made his way down 


David's body. 


Relinquishing a handful of hair, Jon placed his palm in the centre of David chest and pushed him back down on 
the table, satisfied at how his lover was coming undone in front of him. "Lie back, babe, and hold your legs up." 


David groaned and laid back on the table, scooting his ass closer to Jon and hooked his hands under his knees. 
He spread himself for Jon, showing off his tight pink asshole. "My body's ready for you, baby..never stopped.” 


Jon delved his face between David's cheeks with a hoarse whimper, tongue slicking up and circling the pulsing 
hole. His fingers dug into David's hips to keep him still, fingernails biting the flesh, as he took his fill. 


When they were both slick with saliva, he stood and with a cursory glance to the label on a bottle of oil. He 
drizzled some over David's crack, spreading it with his fingers, in and around his asshole before slicking his 


cock with some. 


"Fuck, that's warm, baby," David whispered, making his cock twitch for Jon. The warm oil dripped from his hole 
and down the crack while burning incense swirled around him. He had missed Jon's fingers spreading and loving 


him. 


"Fuck.! wish | had a camera right about now," Jon breathed, captivated with what he was doing, "so you could 
see what l'm seeing at the moment." Taking a deep breath, Jon asked, "Ready, baby?" as he lined himself up to 
the grasping ring of muscle in front of him. 


Dave nodded vigorously and breathed, "I'm ready for you, handsome." He cried out as Jon slid the tip passed 
the ring of muscles, his breath catching as Jon teased and pulled out, back in, out and in until Dave whimpered, 


"More..please..." 


"More, huh?" Jon panted, holding himself tightly under control, "How much?" He slid in a little more, "Like this? 
Or like this?" He asked as he slammed himself up to the hilt into the heat of David's welcoming body. 


"Fuck!" David arched his back at the familiar intrusion, his body screaming in relief to feel the completeness. 


"That..fuck.like that.'m yours to possess, baby..." 


"God..fuck, yeah..." Jon breathed as he brought them both closer and closer to the brink. He pulled David 
closer, putting his legs over his shoulders, changing the angle of his entry and the severity of his thrusts. 


David's toes curled as Jon poked and massaged his sweet prostate, words failing to form and diminishing the 
blonde to a moaning, twitching puddle. He grabbed the sides of the massage table and held on through Jon's 
deep, hard thrusts. 


He grit his teeth together and tears spilled from his eyes. Dave forced himself to maintain eye contact with 


his lover, knowing that was Jon's weakness. His lips parted and he groaned, his breathing growing shallower. 


Jon's thrusts were becoming more erratic as his orgasm edged closer. His calves were burning from the 
position he was in but he couldn't stop now. The heat was quickly pooling in his gut. "Can't..can't last much 
longer," he snarled through his teeth, "Come with me, baby." 


David slowly grasped his own hard cock and followed Jon's pace, his breathing quickening. 'f.-fill.me.please..oh 
god.please, Jonny.” 


Jon reached for David's free hand, prising it from the edge of the table and linking their fingers together. He 
squeezed them tight as he breathed, "Now..god.fuck, now!" as he let his body off it's tightly held leash. 


His hips pounded against the ones beneath him as David bucked against him, matching him thrust for thrust. 
His breathing almost stopped and when he closed his eyes, the universe exploded behind his lids as he emptied 
himself, pulse after hot pulse, into his lover. 


"Richie." Jon breathed, as his mind went blank momentarily. He snapped his eyes open when it finally registered 


what he'd said and hoped that David hadn't caught the slip up. 


Dave's breath caught in his throat hearing Richie's name but forced it from his mind as his stomach and balls 
tightened. No..Jon was his..Richie was gone... 


Feeling Jon's hot cum fill him pushed him over the edge and he was flying with Jon. He came hard onto his own 
chest and face, bucking off the table for Jon's viewing pleasure. 


His body shuddered and Jon lowered his legs off his shoulders, pulling David up into his arms and licking up his 
savory love juice. He grabbed Jon's head and pressed their lips together, tongues wrestling and sharing the 


delicious morsels of sex. 


"Fuck, Jonny, baby," David whispered, "You know | still love you...” 
Jon squeezed his eyes closed and dropped his head, scrubbing his hand over his face, "You heard, huh? Fuck, D, 
I'm sorry, babe.." Even after all this time, Richie still had a piece of him whether he wanted him to or not. "I. 


didn't mean that to happen. | know you love me, babe... 


"Come on," David sighed, wrapping his around Jon's neck, "I'm old, not deaf. | can't really get pissed off over a 


name slip..long as that's all it was...” 


‘Of course!" he replied a little too quickly for his own liking. "It pisses me off, though, that | have spent the 


past years fighting what seems like a never ending war against his memories and yet they still haunt me." 
There was a knock at the door, jumping both men, and Kim stuck his head in. "Mr. Bryan?" 


"Yeah! Um..we're getting dressed," David piped up and Kim shut the door. "Let's get back to the hotel.maybe 


you could come back to my suite and.talk over some wine?" 

"Yeah.let's forget the rest of today," Jon nodded, tired all of a sudden 

The car ride back to the hotel was quiet with the two kissing in the back seat. Thank god for tinted windows, 
Jon thought. Most of the fans had dispersed from the hotel, though a few stuck around and were able to 
score photos with the guys and autographs. They played their parts well. 

They walked through the lobby and Jon frowned when he saw the elevator wasn't empty. An elderly couple 
smiled at them and David squeezed his hand as the lift rose. Luckily the couple got off two floors up and David 


gave Jon a sweet kiss when the doors closed. 


"| was thinking we could order room service and take advantage of the hot tub," he suggested, wiggling an 


eyebrow at Jon. 


Jon groaned, smiling, "That sounds heavenly, right about now." The elevator doors opened to their floor and 


they stepped out into a noisy and busy corridor. "What the hell is going on?" he wondered out loud 


"Jonny!" Richie peeked around Hugh and Tico, who had been arguing loudly with him and blocking his way to 
Jon's suite. David stopped in his tracks and felt burning bile rise into his throat. 


"Richie! Wha-," Jon swallowed heavily, dropping David's hand, "What are you doing here?" 


Richie pushed Tico aside and rushed towards Jon "Baby, | need to talk to you. Please.'m sorry, Jonny. I'm so 
fucking sorry |--" 


"No! You don't get to call me that now," Jon snarled, "How the fuck did you get up here anyway?" 


"Called in a favor," Richie replied, raising a hand to caress Jon's cheek. "Please, baby..please just let me 
explain.alone," he added pointedly to David. 


Jon stared at the face he thought he'd never see again as the people around him fell into an uneasy silence. He 
flicked a glance to the rest of his bandmates, coming to rest on David. He blinked slowly, offering up a silent 
apology just as Phil came out of his suite. He stood in the doorway, watching. 


David's eyes slid to the floor and shook his head dejectedly. "Don't do it," he muttered. Phil pushed away from 
the doorway and strolled over to the small group. He slid his arm around David's waist and hugged him, giving 


Jon a look of disgust. 

Richie reached for Jon's hand and gently lead him toward the door of Jon's suite. Jon turned back long enough 
to see David fall into Phil's arms, his body shaking with emotion, and Phil leading the man into his suite with 
Tico. 


"Let me explain, baby..then I'll show you how sorry | am," Richie said, his voice fading as the door closed. 


